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MOTHERLESS MARY. } it indeed!” exciaimed Ma ° shri: king 


(continued ) 


Surr by 


parish w ork 


ounded strange faces, i 


house, poor Mar, Saas vd no 


the 


i Come, 


ibehind the matron, as if for protection, 
come, girl, that wont do,’ 
vocifera oe -d the man, in a tone of autho- 


irity; “*you must eit ther produce the ar- 
one to comfort or console her. Che} ticle: Sy or I shall take you before the 
matron gave her her allowance for sup-'|magistrate, who will send you to prison.” 
per, and at the allotted hour, put hee to'la a by this entra, ges M: ary fell 
bed, where she soon wept herself ‘tolon her knees; 1 cannot give you the bag, 
sleep; and in the morning awoke with albut pray 


confused recollection, as irom an unea 
dream. When she 
the school room, 


took 


the matron was agree- 


ably surprised to find that she could 
b th read and write, in a manner tha 
shewed she had not been neglected; anx 


she began to consider that Mary would 
n be of great use to her, in a schooll 
already too numerous to be properly 
tended by an aged and infirm woman. 
The day had not, however, passed over} 
ore a man on 
the house, 


at- 


horsebac k rod ; 
and enquired for the litth 
girl who had been admitted the day be-| 
fore. Mary was soon brought to him.| 
“Is your name Mary Powell?” he en-) 
qu iired sharply; she replied in the af-! 
firmative. ‘Then you will please to 
give me the bag and trinkets which you 
stole out of the chaise.” Terrified by 
the severity of his manner, Mary trem-| 
bled from head to foot. “ I never stole} 
any thing in my life, * she replied in a 
faultering voice; “ I found the bag be- 
hind the cushion.” ? « Oh, ho!” cried he, 
“you have got it then, that is enough 
lor me; so now, my little honest one, 


ore ugn -* she 
| ) 1g t ul 


do not se ie me to prison, for 


S\ 1 should not have given it to the post 
her place 1 in} 


bov had 1 known 
ito ask tor it.’ 

truth?” 
by her 
liknows! 


any body would come 
‘Are you sure this is the 
asked the man, a little softened 
infantile distress. “It is God 
replied Mary. The post boy 
me he would take it to the la- 
dy who was so kind to me; for I thought 
lit belonged to her.” The matron now 


linterpose d in] , and told the 


promised 


| 
| 
| 
} 


ner favou 


Hman that she bel Sea Mary was a very 


child, 


had been honestly 
had no doubt but she 
was sure she had no- 
kind about her, except a 
ring, which she knew was her mother’s. 
* Well, mistress, if that be the case, we 
must not frighten the poor thing any 
more. She will be safe here with you; 
Jand I must find out this same post boy, 
who may be the rogue after all.” The 
man then departed, to the great relief of 
Mary, who now felt reconciled to being 
the inmate of a work-house, since she 
had been threatned with the alternative 
of a jail. She had indeed, as the matron 


rood and 


truth; she 
of the 


spoke 
thing 








‘lease to deliver it up.” ‘“Thave not rot! 


asserted, been properly instructed by 
her deccased mother. who, though doom- 
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ed by the caprices of fortune, to pass the 
last few ve 
indigence; had once known better days 
An imprudent marriage had estrainged 
her from her family and connexions; 
and the man to whose fallacious promise 
of tenderness and constancy, she hac 
sacrificed her most brilliant prospects 
ungratefully repaid her confidence ) 

eglect and unkindness. ‘The povert 





to share; and, to better his own cond) 
tion, unmindful of the claims ofa sul- 
fering wife and helpless infant, crueli 
deserted them. For a _ considerah| 
time, the shock of this unkind treatmen. 
rendered the mother of M: ary incapa! 
of any exertion; but the wants of her i 7 
fant, at length roused her to activity | 
and she continued to earn a scanty su ye 

/ 





sistence by works of taste and ingenuity. 
Her close application to a sedentary em 
ployment soon injured a constitution! 
naturally delicate, and she was forced tc| 
retire into the country, where under the} 
> ¢ ‘ P f 
assumed name of Powell, she resided ini} 
little cottage, and obtained apa 
employment from the neighgouring re 
try until grief sae sickness brought i 
toa premature grave, at the early age o}| 
thirty seven. Sfethevie ss Mary, ‘thoug 
thus bereft of her earthly stay, becam, | 
the care of providence; for the servan | 
returning to Henfi ld, soon discoverec| 
the driver of the chaise, and demande} 
the restitution of Mrs. Bouverie’s pro. | 
perty. The man at first attempted tode-| 
ny having received it from the child, or 
any share in the transaction; but, a 
length, by threats, was forced to conk 
the - truth, and the b: uy Was scon restore: | 
to its owner, who w as so much pleas: 


ars of her life, in sorrow andfheart, 


- : vertngs 
he had brought on her, he was unwilling}. 


COMPANION. 


distress, had already won her youthful 
Ww hen brought i into the presence 
f Mrs. Bouverie, Mary could only ex- 
ress her gratitude by tears, and kis ssing 
nl gw the hand held out to her. Aft- 

her spirits were a littke composed, 
- Bouverie endeavoured to draw 
rom her what information she could 
ither, concerning her parents; but she 
emed to have a very imp erfect know- 
dge of past events, and in ré ply to the 
juestion, whether she had ever seen 
ier father, or knew if he was living, re- 
lied, that her mother alw ays secme dso 
vretched when she wondered why she 
iad not a father like other children, 
nat she grew afraid to speak of it. 
Mrs. Bouverie was surprised that the 
nother had not been more explicit, and 
ould only attribute her silence on the 

bject, and her not havi ing left any me- 
scnka’ behind her, to there being some 
lisgrace attached to her jnistory,. 

(To be continued.) 
a +e 
For the Parlour Companion. 


BEAUTY AND THE ROSE. 


“ Sweet is the Rose bud’s opening flower, 
* All gittermg with the morning dew! 
© Vet, ah! one transient hour, 


** Shall blight the blossom’s fairest hue 


l ow gs00n 


** Thus beauty blooms its little day, 
** Caressed—admired —by every eye, 
** And thus its loveliest charms decay, 


*© Doom 'd like the fading Rose to die.” 


So Myra, shall it fare with thee, 
All young and blooming as thou art! 
The 


‘Lhough now fair Nature’s masterpart. 


general doom. thou canst not flee, 


Yes, beauteous maid—that dazzling bust, 
On which Ive rashly dared to look, 
And dared the heart beneath to trust, 
> Till Reason on her throne was shook. 


’ 
' 


with the account given her of the girl | 
and so well satisfied of her honesty and) 


integrity, that she determined tobefriend| 
her by taki 1g her into her sine as an 
attendant upon thew daughter Charlotte. 

A messenger was acc sire ly des 
patched for the poor orphan, w +g jor 
was unbounded, when she learned that 
in reward for her honesty, she was to b« 


Till every vestige of that ease, 
Which made the sun-shine of the soul, 
From me had flown—e’en that shall fade, 
Long ere thou reach Life’s distant goal. 


And when the fluttering buzzing croud, 
Of empty coxcombs take their flight, 

Oh! be one thought, kind thought, allowed, 
To him who sleeps in endless night. 


| 
| 


*T will sooth his pensive ghost to know, 





taken under the protection of a lad 


That Heaven for him has heard one prayers. 
Put up by that loved maid for whom, 








whose kind attention, in 


a moment of 


Ten thousand are recorded there. 
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THE PARLOUR COMPANION. 


EMILY HARMAN.—An American Tal. midnight; and after a few hours repose, I was sum- 


raoned to continue my journey towards Boston. As 
I entered the coach, U observed, by the light of the 
waiter’s lantern, a young lady who had entered be- 
fore me, and placed herself on the back seat. She 
was of a delicate form, and apparently in ill health: 
but the cireumstance which most powerfully ex- 
icited my feelings was, that she carried a very young 
Well drawn sketches of|infant, who appeared, like its unfriended protec- 


m . : ‘ i} 
real life, however, furnish a mean of instruction|/tress, to be ill prepared for the fatigues of such a 
which nothing bat confirmed baseness of character| journey 





To convey useful instruction without giving of | 
fence, is a task attended with peculiar d fficulty 
When our faults are set before us, even th ugh| 
friendship itself assume the task of correction, the| 
inherent pride of our heart feels wounded at the 
faicied reprool, and too often totally Weakens every 
effort for reformation. 











The coachman’s customary inquiry, “ all 
was answered by a hoarse “ yes” from the 
vicious conduct succeeded by disgrace, misfortune, | oil and I found myself on the road, with uo other 
and repentance; and remark the honour, 


‘an render ineffectual. When we see a course of}) 29 


! 

the hap companion than a woman, who seemed at best 
piness, and peace of mind which, even in th - life, |ifriendless, unprotected, and unknown. 
active virtue affords to her votaries, we receive i0- (To be continued.) 
struction without suspecting it. fSimagination and 

. . —2e +e 
passion are interested, and leave an im pre ssion on 
the understanding, whieh formal advice and ab 
stract reasoning could never have produced, Mt) sk ie 
the following “‘ unvarnished tale” shall speak eer I love to sit in my study on a winter 
tue’s call to one erring heart, or beguile a single hour | Vening, when the win d blows 
from the dullness of ennui, or the pursuit of trifles, 
the relator will think his trouble amply repaid. 


A WINTER FIRE SIDE. 


clear, 
| ad the fire burns bright. If Iam alone, 
- sometimes delight to muse loosely on 
Iu the early part of my life, I contracted an in- weal Wine tlt iin: teed aes 

timacy with a Mr. Drey, a young gentleman from thousan its OF the Imagination; to 
the eastern part of Massachusetts Youthful at mark the gentle agitations of 
tachments are, frequently, less permanent than ime; to eve the mouse, 
their early warmth would lead us to expect: new 


the 
' that listens at 
is knot hole, and then runs quickly 
connextons are formed, and new interests arise, as ’ 

. ros le roor + 
our years increase; and leave to fmendship little). — t l€ room, or dwell lo: 1g on the 
beyond an empty name. To Mr. Drey and myseilf,)) >'05Ing of the w ood, when 


, the heat 
however, these remarks by no means apply—al | irives out the 


| sap. I believe that such 
though engaged in the most active of all employ- reveries soften the heart while they 
meats, while my hfe presented little more than a ; ’ y 
scene of peaceable idleness, he welcomed my fre- relax the body, for thus the senses are 
quent visits to his family, with all the ardour of | ratihed in miniature. In the first I 
youthful friendship. When I felt the warm grasp| iave the softe 
of his hand, I forgot that | was growing grey, while] de SoS ee ; 

** the joys of othe r times” rese to my memory it n} ~ ay pst vay tus undulations, and = the 
olours almost too vivid to permit the reflection] entle music of the green stick there is 
that they were never to return!” | nelo ly for fairies. No sense 





st colours,and the sweetest 





is par- 

Mr. Drey married when young. His lady was}! jcularly exc ited by my gray, silk-footed 
an accomplished woman, and in her disposition | rumb-nil bling anima 1} > anal } 

miable ina high degree. Unlike too many of our : al, bu pe! haps 1€ 


fashionable wives, she found her chief happiness in|| 2 ty Teac h me a lesson of prude ‘nce, not 
increasing that of her husband: to lighten the pres | Oo set out ona journey 9 till I have in- 
sure of his eares, and multiply the sources of his| quired the dangers and difficulties of 
enjoyment, seemed less her duty than her delight:)| he way While I ‘ hi; : ag 
and in that affectionate interchange of kind offices|| = way a am In this state of 

ising from a reciprocal desire to please, my friends} lone ‘ly musing, [I sometimes I: apse un- 
enjt ed a degree of domestic felicity which I shall) snow ingly into gr ief; for my 


guardians 
look in vain to see excelled. 


They had two chil-liare dead, and my friends are far from 
dren, one of whom died in early infancy, and on]} 


nine: end 
the other, a promising.boy, was | avished all the fond ne, MY yours ae hastening aw ay, “and 
attention which should have been divided among aj/&¥© ning with its hollow blast murmurs 
more numerous family, He received an early edu- lof ple asures never to return.” But thi 


cation; and, at the age of seventeen, was placed in al state I 


. do not like to indulge, for sorrow 

course of professional study, under the care of a) amneen tow emit. 1a heref 

relation at Philadelphia. 5 FY ning : 9 —_ Ing: a t ye ore rouse 
A few autumns since, I received intelligence that; myself from fears that dishearten, to 

Mr. Drey was dangerously ill. Wishing to see him,|| studies thats trength en or exhilirate me; 

with as little delay as possible, I took a seat in the! and when I have lighted my ¢ iga and 

mail stage, as offering the most certain and expedi- t nidhhine od, 1 k 'P ” 

tious manner of travelling. The first day I rode pa Of moe wu trac ark to the 


Auite alone. The carriage reached x— about), banks of the Nig er, or I mount the walls 
















































































of Rome with “ Bourbon and revenge,” 
and close the evening with an act from 
Shakspeare, the best of poets and the 
wisest of writers. 
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—_— + oe 


TO LAURA. 


| 





Can the harmonized tints which the rainbow adorn, | 
Uhe complexion of Laura, outvie, 

Or the dew-drows, enrich’d by the blushes of morn, 
The lustre that melts in her eve 


| 


Can the golden light shed when the sun’s dying 
gleams 
The cup of the tulip illume, 
Excei the soft radiance that o’er her face beams, 
When a rusy smile brightens its bloom? 


FHE PARLOUR COMPANION. 


Each morn the sun of virtue shone 
Irradiant o’er its stem 
And en its buddi ng honours 

A ffecric nh "s de ws 


gleam’d 

*ith 

It breath’d the purest ‘aoe round, 
The richest sweets display ’d; 

Where Pleasure, ike the wanton bee, 
A honied banquet made. 


A rosy troop of laughing Joys 
Dane'd, blythsome, round its bed; 
But ah! they'll frolic there no more, 
For Hope, their flower, is dead! 
The treezing blight of slander came— 
Its little life was o’er-— 
It sicken’d, wither’d, droop’d and fell, 
To bloom, alas! no more! 





a + Gee 





| 

} 

i 

Ah! no; all that nature or art can combine | 

Is surpass’d by the blaze of her charms; 
And far above others that mortal will shine, 

That enfolds this rich prize in his arms. | 

IT envy not eanopied monarchs their throne, i 
Their sceptre and glittering train; 

Bat I envy the men that calls Laura his own, 1 

Tho’ a cottage be all his domain. 


H. 
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I consider every man, says a witty 
author, before marriage, as climbing rthe 
hill of life. Every step presents his 


with some new prospect, 


and flatters!* 


with an amiable partner, he comes at) 
once in possession c 7: all the felicity this! 
world canafford. At the same time he 
hae « ‘lear P| Veet jew cd . } . 
nas acilear and distinct \ ie Ww aownh tne 
vale of mortality, and can perccive, that 
there is nothing very exquisite to be 
expected from it; but by making the 


best of every incident, whether fortu- 


Vv 


may make the journey tolerably easy! 
through this life, and must wait with] 
patience for note perfect happiness 1 in|! 
the next. 
—<a§ 
THE DEATH OF HOPE. 


Within the garden of my mind 
A blooming plant arose, 
Of all the intellectual flow’ rs, 
The lovliest, best that blows: 
From cankering worm and noxious weed, 
I screen’d its tender root; 
The virgin blossom flourish’d fair, 
And promis’d golden fruit! 


lsuffered him to run on until he chang 


him with the hopes of more complete 
enjoyment. But when arrived at the 
summit of the hill, by a prudent union} 


nate or otherwise, I think a wise man! 


late Dr. B whose wit had 
too often the tincture of ill nature, was 
one evening very hard upon Mr. H 
who had been in great distress, ides 
Htuok no notice of him for some time, but 


ed 


The 





ei 


| 





ihis subject, and, among other things, ordi 
the doctor mentioned his having been feel 
out of town for a weck. Aye, savs cir 
{+ th at was inserted in all the plac 
Saturday’s p ipers. In what form? in ; 
quoth the doctor. ‘ Why, decrease in was 
the burials this week, one hundred and cau, 

' ) ¢ 
orty-four. the 
ove’ 
PS re . 
a fe 

A. Frigmens. 

: ; mos 
Oh! when I die,—the coward Nature eries— had 
When this world fades before my closing eyes, stat 
Soft may I sink upon some faithful breast, as | 
And there my faint heast tremble into rest. indi 
May tenderest triendshi Ap wait around my bed, tien 


shed; 
And while the last fareweli is fondly given, 


Yet not one bitter tear of gmef be 


Oh! may my spirit wing her flight to heav’n! 
+ eo 
i| STANZAS. 
Sweet flow’r! whose meek and dewy tear 


In trembling radiance glows, 
Weep softly o’er my Julia’s bier, 


While mine rssponsive flows! 


Thine be the pearly gem of eve; 
Her closed eyelids wore; 

Mine be the t 
These eves shail see no more! 


ear her loss to grieve, 
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